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Then there awoke round his floating prison clang of
hammers and bustle of men.
Shipwrights labouring late and early stirred old hopes
in his heart again.
'Spain will lay waste your hectic island with fire and
sword ere the winter be come,
And you and the rest of your felon crew shall row the
galleys which sack your home.5
The hot blood flushed to the prisoner's forehead, but
never a word in reply said he.
Toiling obediently days and weeks till the great fleet
sailed on the summer sea,
Splendid galleons towering skyward with gilded masts
and with streamers brave,
Floating proudly to martial music over the blue Lusita-
nian wave,
Four great galleys leading the van, and in one midst the
close-thronged benches sate
David Gwyn, a forgotten oarsman, nursing a burning
heart of hate.
So along the windless ocean slow the great Armada sped,
Two unclouded weeks of summer blazed the hot sun
overhead.
Hourly from the high deck-pulpits preaching rose and
chant and prayer.
And the cloying fumes of incense on the brisk Atlantic
air;
Courtiers fine and sea-worn sailors jesting the slow hours
away,